SCENE  VII                  EAST    OF    SUEZ                             205

my brother is. He -will chaff me about George Conway,

so it makes me self-conscious when anybody talks about

him.
DAISY:  Darling., it's  nothing to be ashamed of.   Why

shouldn't you be in love with him.
SYLVIA: [With a laugh.} But I'm not in love with him.
DAISY: Why does your brother chaff you then?
SYLVIA: Because he's under the delusion that it's funny.
DAISY: But you do like him, don't you?
SYLVIA: Of course I like him. ... I think he's a very good

sort.

DAISY: Would you marry him if he asked you?
SYLVIA: My dear, what are you talking about? The thought

never entered my head.
DAISY: Oh, what nonsense. When a man's as attentive to

a girl as George has been to you she can't help asking

herself if she'd like to marry him or not.
SYLVIA: [Coldly, hit still smiling^ Can't she?   I'm afraid I

haven't a close acquaintance with that sort of girl.
DAISY: Am I being vulgar? You know, we half-castes are

sometimes.
SYLVIA: [With a trace of impatience^ Of course you're not

vulgar.  But I don't know why you want to talk about

something that's absolute Greek to me.
DAISY: The natural curiosity of the Eurasian.  Everybody

tells me that you're engaged to George.
SYLVIA: Look at my hand.

[She stretches out her left hand so that DAISY should see
there is no ring on the fourth finger. DAISY stares at
it for a moment.

DAISY: You always used to wear an engagement ring.
SYLVIA: [Gravely.} It was put on my finger by a poor boy

who was killed. I meant to wear it always.
DAISY: Why have you taken it off?